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be escaped; it is the very air we breathe in them. Yet
in this there is something strange, something miraculous
almost; for whatever may be our estimate of the precise
value of the Sonnets as autobiography, it is impossible
for any one but a briefed advocate to assert that they
do not substantially contain the record of the poet's own
disaster in love. That earthly felicity of love between
man and woman which runs, with but a single moment
of interruption, like a thread of gold through the work
of Shakespeare the dramatist,, would seem to be the one
aspect of Iqve of which knowledge was denied to Shake-
speare the sonnetteer. He seems to have tasted only the
despairs, the degradations and the bitternesses, even
though it was he also who declared his faith in the
loyalty of a true lover's heart.

Love is not love

Which alters when it alteration finds
Nor bends with the remover to remove.

If we seek a simple explanation of the fact, we shall
say, well knowing that we trespass against Signor Croce's
canons of criticism, that the sonnets of tormented love
belong to the moment when the golden thread in the
plays is suddenly and unexpectedly snapped. We shall
hold that the Sonnets represent an episode in Shake-
speare's experience which caused a momentary but a
complete overclouding of the reflection in the mirror of
the plays. The episode passes and the reflection becomes
calm and serene once more. The Sonnets give us, as it
were, a year of Shakespeare's attitude to love; the plays
give us a lifetime. In other words, even in this single
matter of love, it is a mistaken effort to measure the
plays by the Sonnets; what we have to do is to measure
the Sonnets by the plays. If we do this the sonnets of
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